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Go, lowly vene, go forth, and boldly dare 

Plain truth unvamish'd to the few declare ; 

What tho' no flow'rs from sweet Parnassus' ground. 

To charm the ravish'd sense be strewed around ; 

What tho^ nor Science rear its stately head, 

Nor Greiuns^ golden rays their lustre shed; 

Tet admiration for the sacred names 

*niy page enrolls, a fair indulgence claims ; 

And should the noble minds recorded there. 

From one afflicted bosom drive the tear, 



/ 



Teach but one sorrowing heart, by grief opprest» 
To turn for refuge to a Saviour^s breast ; 
Or the examples of repentance giVn, 
Recall one erring soul the path to Heav'n ; 
Then let the Critics satirize, or rail, 
And all thy want of classic taste assail ; 
Whilst I, who seek not thus to raise a name. 
No eager candidate for fleeting feme. 
Shall, tho' the multitude with scorn deride. 
In this, my of&pnng, feel an honest pride. 
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PART I. 



£th£RIAL q[>irit! of tbe realms aboye^ 

Hanuonious fomi ! whose essence is pure love ; 
Wbose glorious attributes^ milcl^ soft, divine I 
Yfittk bright refulgence on thy vot'ries shine. 
Inestimable gift I Oh, bounteous Heav'nl 
To cheer fidl'n man, by thy great mercy giv'n. 
Fair virtue struggling with earth's woes to sooth. 
Light the dark path, and make the rugged smooth : 



Hail, blest Religion ! whose celestial pow'r 
Triumphant smiles at £ite's malignant hour. 
Thou only real good> that mortals know. 
From whose rich source transcendant pleasures flow ; 
With thee pure Faith, and golden Hope are join'd. 
And soft ey'd Charity, of angel mind ; 
Faith, who her Saviour^s Cross embraces fast. 
Bright Hope, with eye to happier regions cast,^ 
Fair Charity, of meek, angelic &ce ; 
Divine love breathing to the human race. 



Inspir'd by thee, benignant, placid, form f 
In vain may beat afiliction's.trying storm. 
In vain oppression, with tyrannic sway. 
Blast life's best hopes, bid human bliss decay ; 



In vain may diose once deem'd our friends defiert. 

In vain neglect, or sorrow, wound the heart ; 

In vain disease the drooping frame assail, 

Cheei^d by Religion, ev*ry ill shall fail ; 

In vain, may Poverty's heart-chilling scowl 

Check the warm impulse of the gen'roas soul ! 

Vain too dependence, which the noble mind 

Of feelings honest, sensitive, refin'd. 

Shrinks from with dread, yet doom'd to wear the chain. 

Soon learns to soar above its galling pain ; 

Scorns the contumely forc'd on earth to bear. 

And contemplates with joy a better sphere. 



' And, last of aU, that bitter, bitter grief. 
That probes the soul, and long defies relief. 
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When Death bsatiate, firom our weqping eyen^ 
Tears all we loVd most dear beneath the skies; 
Ah ! then the fibres of the wrung soul bleed. 
And £arth, and all its hateful joys, recede; 
Till this blest pow'r overspread the aching breast 
And lull tiie violence of grief to rest. 
Bid the worn sufferer <m hb God repose,. 
And smile triumphant over all his woes; 
Seren'd by her, the qpirit soars on high. 
Views worids to come, and conquers nature's sjg^i 
Smiles at this sphere^ its pleasuies, and its pafau^ 
And calm content, and tranquil peace regains. 



Come then^ benignant, salutary guest! 
To own thy poVr, is trufy to be bks^ 



Oh I come, pervade my soiil^ take all my hearty 
Inspire each thought^ and ev'ry hope impart; 
From Earthy deceitful £arth» my wishes weap» 
Refine my soul, and make my spirit clean ; 
Teach me^ to ev^ry ill, to bow resign*d^ 
To bear my trials with an equal mind. 
In God^ in God alone, to seek a friend. 
And cm his love for all my wants depend. 



He with compassion views my ev*ry tear. 
He ddgns to listen to my secret pra/r ; 
He o'er my bosom qpreads the sweetest peace, 
He bids ench woe and silent sorrow cease ; 
Directs my hopes to those ambrosial bow'rs^ 
Where evils never come, nor tempest lours ; 
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Where happy spirita rove, unbound and free. 
In glorious, endless. Immortality ! 
And oh ! delightful nqpture ! joy of joys ! 
The humble, ardent hope, my soul employs ; 
In those pure realms, from care and sorrow free, 
Our friends torn from us we again may see. 
With God and them there evermore to live. 
In bliss too great for mortal to conceive. 



Hear my fond prayV for once, indulgent muse ! 
With thy celestial beam my mind infuse ; 
Fill my wrapt soul with energy sublime. 
Transport my views beyond this rolling clime ; 
Bring Faith, and Hope, and Charity along^ 
With their mild virtues let me grace my song ; 




High on Faith's towering wing teach me to soar^ 
To sing those truths, which trembling I adore ; 
And all unlettered, and unknown to fame. 
To paint the glories of diis mystic flame. 



Bold the attempt, to dare with hand profane. 
To strike the lyre to this all-perfect stram ! 
No common hand should touch the solemn string. 
No lips unhallowed dar^ its praise to sing ! 



And shall / then presume my voice to raise. 
Of this all perfect theme, to sing the praise ; 
Dare I, with hand profane, lips uniuspir'd» 
With neither eloquence, nor genius fir^d. 
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The ready writei^s pen attempt to widd^ 

And sing those truths our blessed Lord reveal'd? 



Oh ! thoa Almighty, thou omniscient Pow'r ! 
Who formed my lot, who guard'st my ev'iy hour, 
Th Thou, 'tis Thou alone, canst tune my lay. 
To my aspiring soul the theme convey. 
O'er ev'iy thought that fills my breast preside. 
And my unletter'd pen divinely guide. 



No flow'rs of rhet'ric, reascm should beguile. 
Nor sense be sacrific'd to polish'd style ; 
No £ury vision of the poef s brain 
Should grace the verse, or decorate the strain; 
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Pure should the stream flow glowing from the hearty 

Undeck'd by fanc/s meretricious art ; 

Nor need proud learning here its lore display. 

Nor genius shed its gold-alluring ray; 

Fair Truth alone, the spirit should inquire. 

And give the hand to wield the pen of fire* 



Yet, winning eloquence, and force divine. 
Should fill each thought, and breathe in ev^ry lin^ 
Phun, simple, unadorned, persuasive, clear. 
The heart to mend, not idly charm the ear. 
So fiir would spread her chaste inviting chann^ 
So, Virtue triumph in Religion's arms. 
So, Penitence would raise its drooping head. 
And sweetly smile, tho' ev'ry joy had fled : 
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€elestial Hope ! to wild despair succeed. 
And Peace and Comfort be the sinnei^s meed. 



In History's page, where mad ambition raves. 
Where comitless myriads find unhallowed graves; 
Where thirst of conquest, and inhuman pride. 
Spread devastation and destruction wide ; 
Where towns and villages, enwrapt in flame. 
Perpetuate the wariike Heroes name ; 
Where rage of fame from reason plucks the reins. 
And drives its furious coursers o'er the plains ; 
Where, while expiring thousands gasping lie. 
Exulting triumph flashes from the eye; 
Some noble minds there are, more finely wrought. 
With choicest mtellect, divinely fraught, 



IS 

Spirits from all such vam pursuits refin'd» 
Modeb of imitation for mankind. 
Names of ambition> in a high degree^ 
Who sought the favor of the Deity ; 
Who. with Religion's boundless gifts inspu'*d» 
The nobler conquest of themselves aspir'd. 



IVhen the proud conq'rors of the ancient world 
Their Roman Eagles far and near unfurrd. 
When distant regions, polish'd states, and rude. 
These hardy warriors vanquished, and subdu'd. 
They, where stem fate and black misfortune prest, 
Tum*d the victorious steel 'gainst their own breast. 
Deeming it great misfortune, to defy. 
And brave, by desperation thus to die. 
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llieD Rcagnation, of celestial birth. 
Bom oi ReligioD, had not graced the earth. 
Sweet soothing offsptmg, Senqrii, fair and mild ! 
Religion's most belov'd and dailing child, 
rris thine a nobler lesson to impart^ 
Solace and purify the stricken heart; 
And, like a rock of adamant, to bind 
In fortitude's strong chains the pious mind. 



MThen the white rose, contending with the red. 
The golden scq>tre plucked from Henr/s head ; 
When mad Ambition saw with envious eye^ 
And panted to obtain the g^tf ring prize. 
Spite of the cares, which from the bauble q[>rmg, 
fijpite of the thorns, which its possessor sting : 
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When civil discord's wild, lebellious crew. 
Against their SoVreign Lord the weapon drew. 
And He, so mild, benevolent, and good. 
Saw his beloved kingdom drench'd with blood. 



Ill-fated Monarch ! bom two kingdom's heir. 
Yet doom'd each sad vicissitude to bear. 
Doomed to the dregs, the cup of woe to drain. 
And taste each sad variety of pain ; 
Whence drew he mid his sorrows a support, 
While thus the victim of ambitious sport t 
Divine Religion's, animating form. 
Like a kind angel, led him through the storm ; 
A faithful pilot, ever by his side. 
She proved bis constant, and unerring guide. 
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And her fejT hiiwlBniiii, Flrid^ md Hop^ amdm^d 

To8oodi Ins flnfiineB ^^ ^*^ ^ i^^ ; 

Sublime Ins soul aboie Ins moitil htt. 

And make die man, if Bo€ the ■KMHudi, grait. 



Now, o'er Us manes soft Conqnssion si^is. 
And tears of iocense pays, as saci^ce. 
Worships tiie gemnne virtues of his heart. 
And execrates die murderous Glostei^s part : 
Nor, let the soff^rings of die good excite. 
One doobt of Mercy, Jnstioe iofiuite. 
Nor, rashly wondering, let dim-sighted man 
Arraign Almighty wisdom's sov'reign ^n, 
Rememb'ring what the Sacred Scripture proves. 
That most he chastens those, whom most he loves ; 
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Nor deeni) tho' guilt may lord it here awhile, 
Arra/d in virtue's sweet, but borrowed smile ; 
Deem not, tlio' all his impious views succeed, 
Tho' fortune wave, exulting o'er his head, 
Tho' all her golden treasure's copious store 
Into his lap with hand profuse she pour; 
Deem him not happy, while his soul is torn. 
And conscience goads him like a festering thorn ; 
While the dire inmates, fear and fell remorse. 
Of ease and comfort, bar the peaceful source, 
Well sufFVing virtue can this truth attest. 
More Jiappy than th' oppressor is tli* opprest. 



What heart but shudders at that niglit accurst. 
When lurking treachery from its ambush burst. 
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When bloody massacre, at signal bell, 
Rush'd to perform th' infernal work of hell ; 
When great Coligni, long in arms renown'd. 

Whose brow triumphant laurels oft had crown'd ; 
Whose name, at once terrific and rever'd. 
E'en by his foes admired, as well as fear'd; 
Illustrious vet'ran ! by his King decreed. 
In life's last stage by massacre to bleed ; 
See his benignant, yet commanding air. 
Strike the assassin mob with shame and fear ; 
Lo ! from the nerveless arm they drop the steel 
And at hb feet with suppliant air they kneel, 
Inspir'd with awe, with reverence and amaze. 
On his white hair and placid face they gaze ; 
Implore his pardon, and the deed forego, 
Nor dare, tho' he forgives them, strike the blow; 



I 
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More like a king, than victim, see him stand. 
Surrounded by the bloody, weeping band ; 
But one vile wretch amid the crew was found, 
Wliose murd'rous heart could give the dying wound ; 
E'en he, of savage and relentless race. 
Dares not behold his victim's heav'nly face, 
With eye averted, perpetrates the deed. 
Lest touch'd with pity his fell soul recede. 



Divine Religion ! thus thy heav'nly rays 
To bright perfection can its vof rics raise ; 
Thus all, who draw from thy nectarious fount, 
Can death defy, and ev'ry ill surmount ; 
What gave Coligni thus to meet his fate 1 
But the sweet prospect of a future state I 
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What gave the mob their fury to forbear ? 
But the divine composure of his air ! 
IVas God himself, who well the vet'ran serr'd, 
Beaih'd in his face, his soul with calmness nerv'd ; 
Gave him to triumph o'er his treach'rous death. 
And with a holy smile resign his breath* 



Around the martyr'd Charles's sacred brow. 
Her beams resplendent, see the Goddess throw. 
When the proud Cromwell, with tyrannic sway, 
Pluck'd all his rights and dignities away ; 
Th' invulnerable breast-plate of his soul. 
Firm she repels the darts that round him roll; 
When the pick'd tribune with its mock debate, 
With pow'r usurped, to judge their monarch sate. 




He, with magnaiiimous^ unruffled breast. 
Mild, yet majestic, firm, and self-possest. 
Smiles at the abject, mean, and traif rous race. 
Who sought malignant, for their king's disgrace 
Views their proceedings with a tranquil eye. 
Nor at their unjust sentence heaves one sigh; 
With step composed the scafibld he ascends. 
And with a godlike smile his sorrows endsv 



Lamented victim ! of a suffVing line, 
Pursu'd by trials from the pow'r divine ; 
He bow'd obedient to the chast'uing rod. 
And pleas'd, resigned his spirit to his God : 
All Europe at the dire proceeding groan'd. 
And Albion's loyal sons his £ite bemoaned ; 
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Rous'd by the stunning and amazing blow. 
At once they wept their own, and sovereign's woe ; 
Blush'd at the impious, sacrilegious deed. 
That gave their Monarch by the axe to bleed. 



And when deluded France, in modem times, 

Urg'd by foul spirits to infernal crimes ; 
When Hell let loose its fiends in countless swarms. 
When rebel Anarchy rush'd forth to aims ; 
When the best blood the purple ground bedewed. 
And th' air rung with uproar, wild and rude; 
Lo ! the best monarch of the Bourbon name. 
Branded by wretches with opprobrious shame ; 
Like England's king, of ev^ry hope bereft. 
Nought but Religion's voice to sooth him left. 
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Delicious draughts from her his soul inhales, 
And thus defies mbfortune's pois'nous gales ; 
^ Fili'd by her tranquil and salubrious stream, 
Cheer'd by Truth's radiant, vivifying beam ; 
Like murder'd Charles, his precious life and crowoj 
With sweet composure, lays unmurm'ring down ; 
Not e'en the rites of sepulture bestow'd. 
Rites to the meanest and the worst allow'd; 
From his lone grave, 'twas said, spontaneous grew 
Fresh and fair lilies of the whitest hue; 
Pure as the vktuous blood, from whence they spnmg. 
Which o'er his shade their heads desponding hung. 
Weeping soft dews in pity o'er his tomb. 
Yet ever florishing in feirest bloom. 
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Was this^the Nationj polish'd and urbane. 
These the brave people, loyal and humane t 
Henceforth, be savage deeds your only boast. 
Deeds, which outvie the sons of Afric's coast ; 
Heav'us ! since that day, what horrors have ye known I 
What Tyrants have usurp'd inild Louis' throne : 
Ah ! what domestic, agonizing woes. 
Since France in arms against her Monarch rose ; 
Nor yet is vengeance satiate, o'er her head 
The sword unsheath'd demands tlie blood she shed. 



And martyr'd Enghien too, to death consigned ! 
To ease the tortures of the Tyranf s mind ; 
E'en now the funeral dirge methinks I hear, 
IQ'en now, behold the tributary tear. 
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The tear that virtue and misfortune drew 

From each fine soul, to truth and feelin true. 

Above his wrongs his glorious spirit soared. 

And fled for justice to his God ador'd ; 

That God> towards whom Religion's sacred chain. 

Attracts with unresisting gentle rein ; 

That God, f wards whom, thro' her harmonious pow'r. 

His soul was lifted in the trying hour. 



luunortal Goddess ! on thy glorious wing 
Our pra/rs are wafted to th' eternal King ; 
Thou peaceful harbinger ! 'twixt Man and HeaVn, 
To whom a pow'r surpassing thought is giv'n. 
Benign supporter thro' this thorny vale. 
Thou source of good, whose treasures never fail. 
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Why will deluded man a shade pursue. 
Why clasp a phantom that escapes his view ? 
Ah ! why this cordial friend avoids forego I 
This precious antidote for ev'iy woel 
Ah ! blind of soul, thus to despise, reject. 
This Angel-form, who would from harm protect. 
Disperse thy griefs, alleviate thy pains. 
When ev'ry worldly aid and hope are vain ; 
Should base ingratitude thy bosom sting. 
Shelter thou 'It find beneath her fosf ring wing ; 
Should envy, treach'ry, Ruthless friendship wound. 
Sweet peace and comfort still she ^11 spread around ; 
No longer then illusive shades pursue, . 
Give up ideal bUss, and seek the true ; 
Say thou art rich, riches take wings and fiy. 
And light as air all earth-born pleasures die. 
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Say thoa bast tics below, tbat quite absorb, 
Nor give thee to ascend beyond this orb ; 
Alas ! how soon all earthly ties decay. 
How soon the God who gave, may take away: 
Is it fiune, conquest, glory, fires thy breast. 
Nor leaves thee room to cultivate tliis guest t 
Ah ! shut not out Religion from thy heart. 
She '11 teach thee to perfonn a glorious part ; 

Bid thy free soul its ardent wing expand. 
And, like the Patriarch, view its promised land^ 



Should riches fail, should friends beloved expire, 
Should fleeting fame elude thy fond desire. 
Still will thy heart possess a source of joy. 
Which time, nor chance, nor malice, can destroy ; 
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And when the moment comes^ and come it must. 
Which gives the body to its parent dnst ; 
When the divine, immortal i^NirkTetireSy 
While the firaii mansion sinks, decays, expires ; 
Oh ! in that awful, that tremendous hour. 
How from the soul fade riches, rank, and pow'r ; 
Alas ! can these afford one moment's stay 1 
These chase the doubts of guilt and sin away ! 
These from th' insatiate archer pluck the sting ; 
These smooth the terrors of the ghastly king ; 
These in the trembling soul one hope ins|)ire ; 
These bid it to the joys of heav'n aspire \ 
Ah no ! the parting spirit starts aghast 
From such frail reeds, and seeks her hope to cast 
On some firm rock, her anxious flight to guide 
To unknown worlds^ there ever to abide. 
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Goy view the death-becl of the just and goody% 
Whose soul with pure Religion is imbu'd ; 
See how serene and calm he meets his end, 
Whikt Angels round his d^ing couch attend ; 
Hear him speak comfort to those friends most dear. 
Who press around, and shed the holy tear ; 
For him the tyrant Death can point no sting, 
No ghastly terrors in his train can bring ; 
O'er him ,no victory the Grave can boast. 
Kind Angels wait to waft him to that coast. 
Where the Almighty ! hid from mortal eye, 
Fills bis empyreal throne, illumes the sky ! 
Where the blest Saviour, hb beloved Son, 
Thro' whom our triumph over death was won ; 
Who, with majestic smiles of peace and love, 
W^elcomes blest spirits to the realms above. 
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Where Cherubim and Seraphim the throne surround^ 
And sainted Martyrs^ for their sufferings crown'd. 
With palms of glory evermore rejoice. 
And fill Heav'n's concave with their grateful voice. 
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PART n. 

Yb youthful blossoms ! opening to the view. 

As lilies (air, and oft as transient too ; 

Be this sweet flow'r, the emblem of your breast^ 

Pure as its odor, clear as snowy vest ; 

Like the tall lily crush'd before its time. 

Ye too may droops and wither in your prime. 
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Ah ! then reflect, iRiifle ^ in beauty's blooai. 
How short may be your passage to the tomb. 
And ere ye Yenture on litems floVry coast. 
Where lurks seducing pleasure's smiling host. 
Fast round your souls be fair Religion twhi'd. 
And with your e^Vy thought and deed corabin'd : 
So will the sweetest harmony pervade. 
So ^oii tranquility her peaceful shade. 
Spread o'er your minds, to bless your future yean. 
And lead ye safe thro' dangers, storms, and cares ; 
So will the rougher passions ne'er impart. 
Their baleful influence, to the shielded heart ; 
For wrongs received no mean revenge take root, 

\ 

Divine forgiveness is Religion's firuit ; 
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How fine, pathetic, and sublime appears 
The Patriarch Joseph, when he melts in tears. 
Nor sought the feelings of his soul to check. 
But " wept aloud, upon his brother's neck;. 
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In me (he cries) in me, again behold 

Your brother Joseph ! whom to bonds ye sold ; 

Now Lord of Egypt, 't was God sent me here. 

Against this famine for ye to prepare ; 

Say does my Father live''— but ah ! how vain 



To imitate meek Moses' holy strain ; . 
Explore the sacred page, there shall ye find, 
Tmths to adorn, and elevate the mind ; 
There God's high pow'r in full perfection see, 
There learn his great, his glorious Miyesty, 
There learn thyself to know, there learn to prixe 
The spirif s worth, and fit it for the skies. 
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Come then ye fair^ nor slight the homely muse. 
Who round your path would peace and love difiiise ; 
In your young bosoms plant a rich perfume. 
Sweeter than all Arabians odorous bloom ; 
A plant, that sown on Earth, to Heav'n shall grow, 
And from its trunk unfading pleasure flow. 



How sweet for Angels o'er your form to watch ! 
Inspire your dreams, and hover round your couch ! 
To keep ye pure, unblemished and serene. 
Guard all your thoughts^ and breathe thro' all your mieo. 
Prepare your soub with them in Heav'n to dwell. 
When God withdraws mortalit/fr thin veil. 
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And ye, who nurtured m the lap of ease, 
Have known no pleasure but the wish to please. 
Who void of thought have glided down life's stream, 
Ingulph'd in fashion's fascinating dream. 
Oh 1 learn to think ere yet it be too late, 
And fit your souls for an immortal state. 
Ye too, who scorning eVry nice barrier. 
Have head-long plung'd in lawless guilt's career ; 
Despising pure Religion's holy laws. 
Demising Virtue's secret self-^ipplause. 
Have dar'd to triumph over Reason's voice, 
Biisled by ignorance some, and some by choice 
Come turn from sin, your guilty ways forsake. 
Come, and your pardon of th' Eternal take ; 
Let fiii Religion now your path direct. 
From sin's dominion she '11 your steps protect. 
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When holy David was to'sm betray'dy 
When guilt's dread inqpnlse, lawkss, he ohe/d. 
When sndling vice her soft allurements sptead^ 
And from his fonn his guardian Angel fled. 
Awhile her mazy path his soul entranced. 
His guilt increasing as his age advanced. 
Till God^s own Prophet show'd his heinous sin. 
Bid him invert his eyes, and look within, 
Stopt him^ when he his just decree hegan. 
And boldly to him cried, '' nou art the Man ;'' 
Then, o'er his mind conviction flaslung burst, 
And his dire sin, the royal mourner curst. 
Ah ! then to sweet Religion's holy shrine. 
Trembling he tum'd, and sought for grace divine. 
To his o£fended Maker rais'd his voice. 
In strains so sweet as Angek might rejoice ; 
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The Grodden bears the suppliant's prayr to HeaVn^ 
And intercedes to have hb sins fbrgiv'ny 
Ne'er does this seraph intercede in vain. 
So Ood receives him to his love again. 



Thus, when repentant Mary sought the Lord, 
And low in dust her former life deplor'd. 
When at hb feet in tears she humbly knelt, 
See him in kind compassion for her melt, 
'Her penitence, her pious zeal approve, 
Conunend the precious tribute of her love. 
Encourage to forsake her guilty ways. 
And spend her life in piety and praise ; 
Ah ! then inspired by fkir Religion's charms, 
Slie seeks for refuge in a Saviour's arms. 
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His feet she washes* w^ies diem with her hain» 
And guilf 8 fell stiog no more her hosom bears. 
Hark ! from fiur Magdakoa's h(Ay fime. 
How sweet ascends the penitential strain ; 
A strain so soft, with meek rqpentance join'^. 
At God's high throne must sore acceptance find. 



Ah ! could those silent walls the woes relate. 
Of such as struck with horror at their fate. 
Have there sought refuge from a life of guilt. 
How would the soul in soft compassion melt ; 
The tear of pity spring to virtue's eye. 
And chastest bosoms heave the tender sigh. 
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There, many an artless, unsuspicious fair. 

Who never dreamt of treachery's cruel snare. 

Whose native candor, and unsullied mind. 
Led her to think too well of human kind. 

Led her in man too credulous to trust. 

Too late convinced he's cruel and ui\just; 

Her love, her confidence, alas I betra/d. 

Where can she succour hope ? where iseek for aid t 

By friends abandoned, plung'd in deep dbgrace, 

At once the shame, and horror of her race. 



Now, who could dwell upon her mournful tale. 
Who, the dire frenzy of her soul reveal t 
Imagination shudders at her fate. 
With ev'ry woe, with ev'ry ill replete. 



Hcrifeaf s^t 
Amihao§mltiGmd 



Ab! Mtk^DBte 

Afa! no^m ram Iht tar Ika^Skhtrej^l 
Kdiffon tootba ker bj unsecB degreo^ 
Blimt« ber keen woe, and gifes her bosom CMC ; 
WbnpoVy tbat all her sin afaall be torgtfn. 
And muter Ang^ waft her soul to beav^ ; 
For God has said that with apfrfanding Toioe, 
O^er the rqyentant, Angeb shall t^okt. 
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Unfeeling man ! why thus your art employ t 
Why flatter beauty only to destroy? 
Why from retirement^ where the modest feir. 
Breathes the sweet region of untainted air. 
Where her pure life in even tenor flows^ 
In peaceful innocence, and calm repose ; 
Perhaps an aged parent" s only stay, 
Tis hers to soothe his sad, declining day. 
With duteous love ; perhaps sh^ earns the bread. 
With which in life's decline her sire is fed ; 
Ah ! why dbturb the pure, the tranquil breast. 
In pious love, so blessing, and so blest 1 
The doting father of his child bereave. 
And bring his white hairs sorrowing to the grave 1 
Or the fond mother fill with shame and grief. 
With everlasting woe^ that mocks relief! 
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Where bright Religion takes a stedfast root. 
In manhood's prime, how noble is the fruit ! 
From the rich trunk, with firm luxuriant stem. 
Shoots golden honor, fine intrinsic gem ; 
And candor of inestimable prize. 
Fair virtue, soaring high above disguise ; 
And self-denial, lofty, gen'rous, grand. 
And mild Compassion from its root expand. 
And Charity, as soft as heaven's own dews. 
Delighting peace and comfort to difiiise. 



How sweet to listen to the orphan's pray'r. 
Shield vutue from the base insidious snare. 
Of age and indigence avert the sigh. 
And bid joy's tear bedew the widow's eye. 
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And sweet to contemplate in life's decline. 
Deeds that still live in mein'ry's treasur'd mine. 
Deeds of delight, which time's eventful course. 
Reflects with pure and undiminished force; 
So with her golden rays refulgent Truth, 
Gilds the fair actions of a well-spent youth. 



While the licentious, dissolute, and vaiii. 
Whose lives have past unholy, and profane ; 
Distinguish'd by no gen'rous, virtuous deed. 
From hateful mem'ry hastily recede ; 
But ah I in yarn, the monitor withb, 
Like the true needle, points to former sin ; 
In vain may hoary guilt attempt to find. 
In life's last stage a refuge for the mind ; 
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In vain to conscience close th' unwilling ear. 

Still will the spectres of past crimes appesuTp 

By day, by night, in noise or sdiitude. 

These sad unwelcome guests will on the soul obtrude ; 

Not so the penitent, who low in dust 

Owns his past crimes, and puts in God his trust ; 

Pure streams of mercy shall overspread his sou^ 

And mild Religion ev^ry wound console. 



Thus Peter wept, who Satan's pow*r defied. 
And yet his blessed Lord with oaths deni'd^ 
How vain his promise ** with thee I may die,"' 
But never, never, will thy name deny : 
When the cock crew th' apostate Peter wept. 
Shame and confusion o'er his bosom crept. 
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LaVring with guilt, his Master^s eye be caught. 
And his stung soul with penitence was fraught ; 
Then zealous in his blest redeemer's cause. 
His gospel preaches, propagates hb laws ; 
Hardships and wrongs long bears, and long defies. 
Then in Religion's cause a martyr dies. 



Wlien on the cross, the Lord of life expired. 
When the indignant sun frowned and retir'd. 
When the rocks rent, the graves gave up their dead. 
As low he bow'd in pain his sacred head. 
The thief repentant sought, nor sought in vain, 
Mercy, and pardon, of him to obtain : 
Christ hears his pra/r, his sins are all forgiven. 
And a place promised to his soul in heav'n. 
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Hear Wokey with repentant sighs dechire. 
That monarchs' favors are as light as air ; 
Hear him, who nil'd so long the courtier crowd. 
To whose dread nod a servile nation bow^d« 
Hear him, long swoll'n with pomp, with poVr date. 
With bitter sighs, lament his cruel fate. 
Hear him, his Monarch's favor once withdrawn. 
With retrospective pang his guilt bemoan, 
** Oh ! had I be^i as faithful to my God, 
*' As fervently the paths of goodness trod, 
'' As I have sought with zeal to serve my King, 
*' From whom alone I thought reward could qpring, 
*' He would not thus have left me in mme age, 
'< Expos'd to cruel, and vindictive rage," 
His high blown grandeur sinks, and all anew, 
Inmioital glories dpen on his view ; 
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No longer meanly pnmd, or vainly great. 
His heart e^iamin'd shows its hideous state ; 
Then oonsdenoe-struck his soul her sins laments. 
And all hb fleeting ill spent life repents ; 
Heart-broken, dying of disease and care. 
In vain he seeks a refuge from despair; 
In vain he sedoB a rock on which to lean. 
To shield his age from ruin's hov'ring scene. 
Till bright Religion, ever (» the wing. 
To bid hope in misfortune's bosom sprmg. 
Flies in the softest, sweetest smiles array'd. 
And whispers pardon to his fleeting shade; 
Welcome within bis tortured breast she finds. 
And his soul's wounds with healing cordial binds : 
Faur Faith and Hope in her bright tram descend 
To soothe the mounier, and in death befriend. 
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And the great Charles, who to retirement runs. 
And the rank breath of adulation shuns; 
He^ who so long had made all £urq)e groan, 
T increase the empire of his mighty throne; 
Whose ardent soul, on pow'r and conquest bent,- 
T* obtain his aim, hb life in tumult spent ; 
But could the triumphs that adorn his name. 
Could empire, vict'ry, glory's burning flame. 
Could each ambitious wbh, each wild desire 
That could a haughty Monarch's bosom fire. 
Still granted to his vast insatiate breast, 
Afford true peace, or bid hb cravings rest ? 



Say, could his mighty schemes when all complete. 
His wishes bound, or solid bliss create 1 
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No ; fame, and pow^r, and conquest, leave a yoid» 
A restless wish for something, not eujo/d ; 
Th' immortal spirit feels her boundless claims. 
Springs up from earth, and nobler conquest aims ; 
Seeks bliss substantial, permanent, and pure. 
Bliss, which Religion only can secure ; 

■ 

Seeks to obtain a conquest, diff'rent fiuv 
Frpm the false glory of triumphant war ; 
A true mheritance within the skies, 
That noble, permanent, and glorious prize. 
What now his empire, what his glitf ring crown» 
Or what the empty honors of renown 1 
All, all to fleeting air, to dust dissolves^ 
Amid th' uuportance of his great resolves ; 
Now his celestial soul he seeks to save. 
And fit it to survive the yawning grave ; 



Now owBt that aD oo cuth is afaadoirj. 
All poir'r a phaDtoH, and all 



Dnrioe Bd%ion! adamantioe stay. 
Not tbns f i^f glorief melt; aad frde away. 
Not thoSy poMcwion does fly ▼of lin doy. 
Thus mock with €Bi|>ty aod fidlacious joy; 
Thy qpriog once tasted, hot iaiproiTes tiie Kst; 
And still thy pleasne grows upon the breaat; 
Thau, only Tkmi^ canst fill man's hoondkn flnnd. 
Nor leave a ▼acamn, nor a sting behind; 
Tkam, only Thou, canst raise the sooi to God, 
Thau, only lead to his angost abode; 
TifOU, only teach to dimb th' aerial liei^bt» 
Where dwdk tb^EtermU^ nfl'd fram noital sight. 
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Tis thine to crush th' enormout weight of guilt, 
And bid the soul in sweet contrition melt ; 
To heal the mourners who for pardon ciy» 
And bid the burden from their conscience fly. 



As, when the beauteous Caledonian Queen, 
In whose fine form, the graces all were seen, 
Pursu'd by guilt, and its attendant shame. 
For refuge to our island trusting came. 

Say, whence she comfort drew to calm her soul. 

Indignant grief to mellow and control; 

» 

What sooth'd the horrors of her wretched dooni. 

And with bright hope illum'd her prison's gloom 1 

What but this sovereign, this delicious charm. 

With resignation could her bosom arm. 

And o'er her bleeding sorrow pour its balmt 
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hispa^d bj her die ions ibove her woe. 
Mocks treacfa'ry's poir'r, aad ct'it ill bdow ; 
Beholds impfndiiig Death with tnnquil miaiy 
Surreys its terrors with a smile sevene ; 
Welcomes with joy her sad approaching hte. 
And lea:?es this eardily for a better state. 



Ah ! if indeed th^ cnluqipy Qoeen in youth 
Forgot awhile the dictates of fiiir truth. 
If for awhile. Religion yeil'd her head. 
If flow'ry guilt to her soft mazes led ; 
Sure white rob'd Penitence, that angel guest ! 
Aton'd her crime, and puriffd her breast. 
The cherub Mercy lull'd her soul to peace. 
And bid the stings of torturing conscience cease ; 
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For tho' of scarlef s deep and glowing dye. 
The sins that raise the penitential sigh. 
The Saviour's love shall wash them white as snow^ 
If from the soul the tear of sorrow flow. 



Sweet Valiere too, that lovely fragile flow'r. 
Who fell the victim of a monarch's pow'r ; 
In early youth by fatal love subdu'd, 
Faith, Reason, totter'd, when great Louis woo'd ; 
To quit fair honor's shining path betra/d. 
Her peace she barters, and pursues a shade. 
But say, could Louis' love, his high-bom state. 
Subdue her soul, or reconcile her fatel 
Could titles, palaces, her grief appease. 
Lull Guilt to rest, or give her bosom ease 7 
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Ah! do; in pnVr, in pcflilaioe akn^ 
In seeking mercy finom tli' Etennl tbraae» 
Condoii and peace, the sof/wing nonnMr fouid. 
To soothe her soul, to heal her biffding woimd : 
In life's gay bloom, trembling from goitt die fled. 
Dead to the world, to all its ^ries dead; 
Tor God akne she livea^ he bean her piay r. 
And from her bosom driwes the fiend Deqiniry 
Religion smiles^ and Hope rdomes her eye^ 
But 'tis a hope of bliss beyond the sky. 



But no such sacrifice does God require. 
That weejmig guilt should frtnn the world retire; 
Vo bigof s cell, no superstitious rites, 
Tb* all perfect Being in the least delights; 



^ 
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No ; this fair Goddess^ rob'd in heaven s owu light. 
Hides not her Angel face in shades of night ; 
Not hei^s the clouded brow, the frown austere^ 
Threatening her vof ries with terrific air ; 
Not hei^s in convents gloomy walls to dwell, ' 
And bid the cheerful scenes of life farewell ; 
No» social happiness, and pure delights. 
And love benign, her presence most invites ; 
That gen'ral love her blessed Lord commands, 
Which the heart softens, and the mind expands ; 
Those tender sympathies, which man to man 
Endear, and harmonize life's little span. 



Ah ! blest Religion, daughter of the skies ! 
To thee my pra/rs, my ardent wishes rise ; 
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Come, and wHhin my heart for ever dwdl. 
All meaner objects by thy pow'r expd; 
Exalt, ennoble, elevate my views. 
And Faith, and Hbpe, and Charity, infuse. 
Not for myself alone, but all below. 
To thee, great source of peace, my wishes flow ; 
Soon may thy influence spread from pole to pole. 
Breathe in each heart, and gladden ev'ry soul ; 
May ev'ry nation own the living God, 
Revere his name, and tremble at his nod ; 
On realms of darkness, now in shade immersed. 
May thy bright beams, refulgent Goddess, burst; 
Where the glad tidings once, with joyful sound; 
Made mountains, hills, and deserts, sing around^ 
Now fidl'n, alas! to error's chains a prey, 

# 

Rescue from ign'rance, by thy Sovereign sway. 
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Arise Jerusalem I once more awake^ 
And from thy feet the dust of error shake ; 
Daughter of Zion, loose thy captive neck. 
With beauty's holiness thy self bedeck ; 

Ah ! let the praises of the Lord, of hosts. 
Again resound throughout your captive coasts; 
Let your waste places sing, your hilb clap hands. 
Let your glad triumphs reach to distant lands ; 
Again exalt the dread Jehovah's mme, 
Th' Eternal Lord, whose glory shines like flame ; 
Who in the HeaVn of Heav'ns has fix'd his throne. 
And to thy sons of old his mercy shown. 



Ah ! falFn Jerusalem, once more arise. 
Let thy loud trumpets pierce th' exulting skies : 
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Once beauteous city ! joy of all the earth I 

Arise ! awake ! to eveilasting birth» 

Let thy fair virgins raise the drooping bead. 

Nor mingle tears and ashes with their bread ; 
No longer desolate with sorrow mourn. 
But comfort from the holy Gospel learn ; 
Confess with praise the everlasting Lord, 
Who from captivity thy sons restored ; 

Let cloud-topt Lebanon his praises sing, 
On Carmers brow let flowers of incense spring ; 
Let Hermon, Horeb, Sinai, all r^oice. 
And Sharon's plain re-echo to the voice ; 

Let Superstition seek her native hell. 

And there with fiends, and blackest daemons dwell ; 

Let vile hypocrisy, her sure ally, 

To dens and darkness with the monster fly: 
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Soon may no spot of all this earth contain 

Religion's, Cbarity'Sy detested stain ; 

Let them be hunted from the world's dread bounds* 

From the dark pole* which fields of ice surrounds* 

And from the burning* unenlightened zone* 

Where the blest gospel has but feebly shone : 

Divine Religion ! with thy glorious ray 

lighten their darkness* give them beauteous day ; 

Be the glad tidings preached* and joyful heard* 

And those the truth receive who long have err'd ; 

May Jew* may Turk* may Atheist* all confess* 

That GkKJ alone their souls can save and bless ; 

With pow'r tremendous punish, or destroy* 

To endless darkness plunge* or raise to lasting joy. 



part t^ Cfitrt, 



THE 



TRIUMPHS OF RELIGION^ 



PART III. 

Long, fair Britannia's free and favor*d isle. 

Where Liberty bestows her radiant smile ; 
Where Arts and Sciences, with liberal hand. 
Are foster'd up, and to full growth expand ; 
Where the capacious and enlighten'd mind. 
From prejudice and monkish rules refin'd. 
Thinks for itself, the sacred page explores. 
Nor an unseen and hidden God adores. 
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Long has the fiend^ by cunning churchmen bred^ 

The fiend of night ! dark Superstition, fled ; 

No longer fair Religion, veil'd from sight. 

Deceives her followers with a misty light ; 

No longer superstitious rites atone 

For deeds of guilt, in evil moment done ; 

No longer now the scourge, the shirt of hair. 

The pilgrimage, with feet all bleeding bare; 

Nor longer now the deep monastic gloom. 

Nor guilty wretch, immured alive in tomb. 

To linger out life's sad, life's curst remains. 

In direst horror, torture's veriest pains; 

Ah no ! the fraudAfl— the infernal host. 

Which long, too long, by priestcraft rul'd our coast ; 

Which dar^d to punish with a rancorous fate 

Th' unhappy victims, who incurred its hate. 
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Is long since crush'd, its tyrant pow'r destroy'd, 
Aud peace and tolerance by all ei\joy'd ; 
No longer now such desolation reigns, 
But beauty's holiness o'erspreads our plains ; 
Nor longer blazes now the furious pile, 
Shame and disgrace to Britain's blushing Isle ! 
Nor Persecution with its cruel train. 
The annals of our happy country stain. 
Well may those times be deem'd tlie iron age. 
Whose savage deeds deform th' historic page. 
Oh ! mild Religion ! for thy glorious name 
What martyrs perish'd by the raging flame ! 
When bigot Mary, and her minion band, 
Rul'd o'er this trembling, this afirighted land ; 
When the good Bishops to the stake were led. 
And with tlieir precious blood the wild fire fed. 
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Hear pious Cranmer, siuging hymns of praise, 
Inspired by faith's sublime^ transceudant rays; 
See^ with an aspect dignified and grand. 
Into the flames he thrusts his erring hand ; 
Ah ! " that unworthy hand ! " indignant cries^ 
*' Thou first shalt perish/' willing sacrifice ! 
See rev'rend Latimer embrace his fate. 
Firm, unappali'd, magnanimously great ! 
Trusting in God, and stedfast in his faith, 
Th' illustrious martyr triumphs over death. 



What matrons, virgins, children, were decreed. 
For the same cause, in raging fire to bleed ! 
Heroic Saints ! calmly they met then: doom. 
Nor shrunk from death's terrific direful gloom* 
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Etherial Goddess ! thy celestial pow'r 

Sustained their spirits at the awful hoiir ; 

Yes, thy triumphant, thy victorious hand. 

Inspired this chosen, this exalted band ; 

Their noble soub with Faith and Hope inspir*d. 

And with the strength of God their weak frames fir'd. 

Above inhuman torture bid them soar. 

And seek for mercy on a milder shore ; 

Unhappy Mary ! what fanatic ire, 

What bloody malice set thy soul on fire 1 

What howling furies crept into thy heart 1 

What Daemon made thee act thy horrid part 1 



Ah! gentle Grey I who can thy story read. 
Nor feel his soul with sorrow for thee bleed I 
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Who Cff tfaj bol J rpittgiiifirwi hear. 
And TCDeratiOD's sacred doe foibcar f 
So jooDg, so traly pious, good, and wise. 
Stem penecntioo's fpotkss sacrifice : 
Untiiiidj martyrVI in tiie Uoom of jooth. 
To add new liistie to the ChristiaB tmth ; 
No wild ambilimi filled her gentle hreast. 

In sweet retirement aO her days were blest ; 

Her mind with richest dianghts of karmng fiaught. 

And God, unceasing, she with ardor sought. 

Alas ! why drag her to a hateful throne? 

Whj grace her brows, unwilling, with a crown? 

Why of ambitious views make her the sport ? 

Why lead her steps reluctant to a Court ? 

Why from her peaceful vales, her shaded bow'rs. 

Force her to palaces, and royal tow'rs? - 
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Why tempt the guileless victim tlius to go» 
To brave the vengeauce of a haughty foe) 
Too soon the ruthless Queen her fate decreed. 
The beauteous innocent is doom'd to bleed ; 
Her Guilford too, her venerable sire ! 
All doom'd to perish by avengmg ire : 
Her much lov'd Guilford, for whose sake alone 
The hapless Grey had deign'd f ascend the throne ; 
Oh ! woe much heavier than her owii sad doom. 
Those friends belov'd must find a bloody tomb ! 
'Twas there vindictive Mary touched her soul ; 
Thus drew the tears that down her fair face roll : 
Hard was the struggle, but the triumph great. 
Religion conquers, and she yields to fate : 
Dearer than life she holds her glorious faith, 
Nor will she to livert unpending death 
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From aged Suffolk, so belov'd, revered, — 
From her kiDd, tender, and her honored Lord, 
Her pure, diyine, and heav'nly feith revoke. 
And thus ward off the ignominious stroke : 
Ah ! no, she animates their pious zeal, 

And bids them with then: blood their ardor seal ; 

« 

Her virtuous soul to bliss supreme aspires. 
And Heaven alone could fill her vast de^res. 
My fnenda belov'd, she cried, from grief refrain, 

« 

Come, let us triumph over transient pain ; 

Let bright Religion all our hopes employ, 
'' And fit us to partake eternal joy ; 
" Think not the blow our spirits shall divide^ 
** Surrounding Angels shall their passage guide 
" To bow'r^ of roseate bliss, to smiling plains, 
" Where in resplendent light the Godhead reigns: 



«r 



«« 
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'' Where sainted Martyrs, who his cause have fought^ 
" Who with their blogd have life eternal bought, 
** Around the lamb in sweetest concert join, 
" And hymn Hosannas with a voice divine ! 
Deem not that cold, insensible to woe. 
Her nature shrunk not from the hov'ring blow ; 
Or that she calmly saw her aged sire. 
On the dread scaffold sentencM to expire ; 
Think not she bade her Lord a last farewell. 
Nor felt her breast with love and anguish swell ; 
No, all those feelings exquisitely fine. 
Those sweet emotions, tender, soft, benign. 
Which give the soul for others woes to melt. 
Within her sympathetic bosom dwelt ; 
But when the tyranf s persecuting dart 
With triple force assail'd her noble heart. 
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From earthly pow'rs she tam'd to God's high throne. 
There sought for mercy — pooled her heartfelt groan. 
There her [Mire soul in fervent pray'r addrest. 
And strength angelic all her mind possest ; 
Spirits from heaVn their kindly influence hreathe, 
Whfle sister saints prepare the Martyr's wreath. 



Say, who would Mary he and wear the crown ? 
Wear too the bigof s scowling gloomy frown ? 
Of mild Religion prostitute the name. 
And all its pious attributes blaspheme 1 
Deluded sovereign ! Charity in vain 
Would draw a covering o'er thy odious reign ; 
For still thy heinous and detested crimes 
Must blot the annals of succeeding times. 




75 

Such scenes of blood no more our island cloud. 
Destroy its splendor, and its glories shroud ; 
Blind Superstition, with its hydra head. 
By lust of pow'r, and swoll'n ambition bred. 
Has lost its empire o'er our happy land. 
Nor dares again approach Britannia's strand. 



Here God himself is seen, is felt, is known. 
Here vilest mortals dare approach his throne ; 
And if to Him our sorrows we confess. 
He hears us with a father's tenderness : 
Has guilt misled us? still he hears our cry. 
Still deigns to view us with a pitting eye ; 
Remembers that he call'd us into birth. 
Gave us existence from our mother earth ; 
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Nor does be hope to find without alhy. 

Beings that owe their origin to clay ; 

Not e'en the Angels» who his presence share. 

In perfect goodness can with him compare ; 

Yet only his omniscient, piercing eye, 

A shade of imperfection can descry 

In their pure natore: He, supremely great. 

Spirit Eternal ! Essence uncreate ! 

When his amazing pow'r had ibrm'd the whole. 

He deign'd to bless us with a living soul ; 

Deign'd with a portion of his own pure fire 

Man's perishable body to in^ire ; 

fioth Ufe and substance gave the mortal frame. 
And emanated with celestial flame* 
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Supreme Creator! how thy mercies shine ! 
How thy vast deeds bespeak thy pow^r divine I 

Ah ! who thy wond'rous system can survey. 
And not due adoration to thee pay 1 
Who view thy works, unutterably grand, 
Cali'd from wild chaos by thy forming hand ? 
Thmk of the worlds, that iu thy presence lie. 
Made and du'ected by thy sov'reign eye 1 
Who hear the wond'rous oceans solemn roar. 
When its white breakers dash the rocky shore ; 
Or see its waves in quick succession heave. 
And not thy dread onmipotence believe 1 
Who the proud sun's effulgent glories view. 
Yet question whence his vital pow'r he drew? 
Who see the liquid canopy of night. 
Where golden lustres shine, divinely bright; 
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Or the chaste moon sail thro' the ambient air. 

And not th' Almighty Author's praise declare 1 

Who trace the planets in their destin'd course. 

Nor own the hand that gives those planets force 1 

The mighty hand ! whose influence guides the whole. 

Whose will alone the system can control ; 

At whose dread nod the hills shall melt away. 

The Earth dissolve, the elements decay ! 

One mighty conflagration wrap the whole. 

And nought the wreck survive, save man's free soul ! 



And has tb' Almighty giv'u vile reptiles birth. 
With animation quicken'd clods of earth. 
Who dare his glorious Majesty blaspheme^ 
Deny his pow'r, and laugh to scorn his name 1 
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See, smiles of rapture genial nature wears. 
And grateful incense offers for his cares ; 
Ambrosial fragrance breathes along the vales. 
With richest odor wave the whisp'ring gales ; 
The tow'riug mountains to his praise resound. 
And the low shrub that creeps along the ground ; 
Luxuriant vallies laugh with cheerful voice. 
When their full bosoms swell with treasures choice ; 
Blessmg, and blest, their yellow stores produce. 
And man with food supply, and gen'rous juice. 



Hear the full concert vibrate thro' the sky. 
Where its aerial, happy inmates fly ; 
Hark ! how melodiously their notes they trill. 
Whilst Echo wafts the strain ftom grove to hilL 
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Ungrateful man! to God they tune their hyd, 
To Him thus offer up their mite of praise ; 
Goy learn of them, cold hearted Atheist, go I 
And let thy bosom with devotion glow ; 
Go> view old ocean in its raging pride. 
And own the arm that regidates its tide, 
Immutable from endless date, its laws 
Proclaim aloud a first Almighty cause. 
Proclaim aloud omnipotence sublime. 
Whose pow^r shall last beyond remotest time ; 
Whose great, indulgent, and tremendous name. 
Is, ever was^ and still shall be the same. 
Go, vain philosopher ! the system scan. 
And own stupendous wisdom form'd the plan; 
No more with pride the field of science treads 
By weak, presumptuous arrogance misled ; 
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No more thy shaUow mind seek to decehre. 
Exert thy reason, and in God beUeve. 



Oh ! gracious Lord, vouchsafe to fill my soul. 
Each empty hope, each wild desire control. 
Make me adore thy ev'ry just decree. 
And let the idol of my heart be thee ; 
Be thou for ever my supreme desire. 
For ever to thyself, my mmd aspire : 
When thy vast works enraptur'd, I survey. 
Due homage to thee let thy servant pay ; 
When in pure meads I breathe the balmy air. 
Ah i let me not forget that thou art there ; 
When the high mountain's hoary top I view. 
Be still the theme my tow'ring thoughts pursue ; 
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Or if th' immense expanse of ocean's waves. 
When vext by storms it madly beats and raves ; 
When the red lightning o'er its surface flies. 
And the loud thunder rolls along the skies ; 
Or whether smooth, unruffled as a lake. 
Its liquid tide with gentle motion break. 
And form symphonious music to the ear. 
Oh ! may I still thy pow'r supreme declare. 



If the proud sun my dazzled eyes behold. 
Or night's blue concave hung with lamps of gold ; 
The moon msyestic, pale and pensive queen ! 
Who adds new lustre to the beauteous scene ; 
Or the bright planets shining in their round ; 
Still let me bow, with reveience profound. 



\ 
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Thy vast stupendouSy perfect wisdbm tiace^ 
Pray for thy mercy, and obtain thy grace. 



Eternal Lord ! with wonder and amaze. 
My soul reflects on thy mysterious ways ; 
All to my grateful, and adoring eyes. 
Proclaims thee infinite, and good, and wise ; 
On thy great name for ever could I dwell. 
With rapture in thy praise my note still swell. 
For ever tune my weak unhallow'd lay. 
My fervent gratitude to thee to pay. 
Not in creation's glorious work alone. 
Great God of wonders I has thy merey shone; 
For when thy creature man, elate with pride. 
Contemned thy bounties^ and thy arm defied ; 
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When plung'd in m and guilt, the path he tiod. 
That leads to Death's infemal black abode ; 
Thy only Son is from thy presence sent. 
To bid the sinner of his ways repent. 



He comes, thy hefiv'iiLy harbinger of light. 
Descends frojp ^y resplendent, blessed sight; 
He comes ! to preach gooji will, and peace jon earth. 
Reclaim the i^ficked, pp^ifort syiff'iing worth; 
He comes ! man^s soul fipoiafi death and h^U to save. 
He <!omes I to offer life bjeyofid tfie g^ve,; 
He comes ! the great 1)1 essial^i, God's onyn Son, 
V^th his pmie blopd xuaii's vices to atone; 
He comes ! nil clc^M in patiepce, meek and mi)fl> 
In pow'r a Gqcl, in g^tleness a cbilfl ; 
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Yes, the mild Saviour comesy all love and peace^ 
To bid each rude, discordant passion cease ; 
He comes, great King of Kings, of Heav*n supreme. 
By shameful death lost sinners to redeem ; 
The sick he heals, restores the lame and blind. 
Weeps tears of anguish over lost mankind ; 
Suffers oppression, poverty and woe. 
And ev'iy ill, that mortal man can know. 



Weep, sad Jerusalem ! weep tears of blood! 
Weep^ till your tears increase the roaring flood ! 
Ah ! weep the Lamb, who for your sins b slain. 
Weep your sad countiy's black, and horrid stain I 
Ah ! see, to Calvar/s detested head. 
The spotless Jesus by the Jews is led ; 
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Rudely they buffet, mock, insult, revile. 
And shout with triumph o'er their guiltless spoil ; 
In vile derision by his murd'rers crown'd. 
His glorious brov^ th' accursed Ihoms surround ; 
Novtr the infernal and exulting band 
Transfix with nails the dying Saviour's hand. 
Enraged they pierce his side ; the purple blood 
Gushes in torrents o'er the blushing wood. 
Whilst he, hb blessed head in pity bow'd, 
Breath'd sweet compassion on the ruffian crowd; 
** Father, forgive them, " his expiring prayer, 
Whikt they with shrieks of insult rend the air. 



The angry sun withdrew, nor deign'd to sbine^ 
Whfiii thus they crucified the Liamb divine; 
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The Temple's veil with deepest horror starts^ 
And the rude shock its firm-wrought texture parts. 
Rebellious man I ^twas for thy sins he died. 
For thee the Lord of life was crucified ; 
He died, to conquer sm and death, for thee ; 
To hell descends to make thy spirit free. 
Then rose triumphant, from th' infernal gates, 
Pierc'd the thick cloud, and reachM his Father's seats: 
He rose ! He rose ! he burst Hell's iron chains, 
Foil'd man's dread foe, and now in Heaven reigns : 
Hear it, ye nations ; hear it, and believe. 
Hear, and with gratitude his love receive I 
Ah ! think upon your Saviour's parting groan. 
Think of his pangs, and with deep anguish moan; 
Think that for you his precious blood he poui'd. 
And to your Maker's favor thus r^tor^d ; 
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Witbovt ihy aid, iMiir nwMgt, martUd, 
Had prov'd tibe aggic;gate of ImiiaD Idiid ! 
Tby gcntte pre e q it s lootfae tibc cbe roo^ aoni» 
And Ind tibe tli<N^fits m sweet oompbecnoe rofl 
May ev'ry beait oooliesft tlij sdv^icign sir^. 
So shall all gptimd sorrow fiufe away; 
So muYersal and bfiiignant love. 
Pure as angelic spoils teek above. 
Stall keep the world in harmony and peace, 
TiU earth dissolve, and time itself diall 
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TRIUMPHS OF RELIGION. 



PART IV. 

Oh Thou ! who first my youthful bosom fir'd* 
And with Religion^s holy zeal inspired ; 
Who with sweet accents, and an angel's mien. 
Where thy soul beamed soft, gentle, mild, serene ; 
Earth's only blessing on my mind imprest, 
And bid me bind it firmly to my breast ; 
EVry pure wish that anunates this frame, 
Ev'iy fine glow that springs at virtue's name ; 
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Ev'iy refia'd and elevatiog thought. 

Thy bright example, and thy precepts taught ; 

But ah ! rank weeds have since o'errun the soi!. 

And half destroyed, dear saint, thy precious toil ; 

Yet still Religion holds her powerful sway. 

And ere they root, plucks those rank weeds away; 

Oft do I turn, all weeping to her shrine. 

And with deep sighs implore her grace divine ; 

Implore her aid to elevate my views. 

And o'er my wounded qurit peace difiiise. 



Ah ! then what sweet associations blend ! 
Again I hear thy voice, my long-lost friend; 
Again, my mother, see thy virtuous form. 
Smiling serene at life's eventAil storm ; 
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Who, while the accents trembled on my tongue. 
With pious rapture o'er those accents hung ; 
Taught me at mom and eve to bend the knee. 
And raise ray heart in pra/r, great God, to thee. 
Again sweet childhood's happy days appear, 
Lov'd days of peace, to recollection dear ! 
With painful fondness mem'ry backward turns. 
And by sad contrast o'er the present mourns. 
Now no kind friend is left my way to guide. 
Or with sweet sympathy my cares divide ; 
With whom my ev'ry wish and thought could blend. 
By nature, and congenial mind, my friend; 
Now no endearing, no maternal home. 
By fate impdl'd, from place to place I roam; 
Yet, taught by thee, to God my mind I raise. 
In adoration, gratitude, and praise I 
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Thou happy spirit, of a better sphere. 
Still does thy grateful child thy name revere ; 
Fast to her heart are all thy precepts bound. 
Fast round her soul, thy gentle image wound ; 
Tho' now I yield no more to stubborn grief. 
Since thy blest spirit whispered kind relief; 
By the sweet vision mellow'd and refined. 
My woe is sooth'd to no unholy kind ; 
Too long I sunk, subdued beneath the stroke. 

My frame enervated, my heart half broke ; 
At heav'ns all perfect wisdom dar*d complam, 
Dar'd his most righteous, just decrees arraign, 
Oft when pale twilight shot his evening ray. 
To her lone grave unseen I bent my way ; 
There on my loss with bitter anguish dwelt. 
And melancholy next to madness felt. 
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There feocy led ; I haS'd her heav'nly shade ; 
There too in fancy's eye her form snrvey'd. 



Ah 1 did my sorrows to the skies ascend. 
And with compassion touch my pitying friend ; 
Or did th' Ahiiighty, to reckum my soul. 
Its rebel grief to soften and control. 
Deign the kind vision to my tortured breast. 
To bid it peace regain, and tranquil rest. 
Sleep's dewy wand my weary eyes had dos'd, 
But left my fev'rish mind still discompos'd ; 
My soul, still busy with its waking pain. 
Still restless phantoms haunt my troubled brain ; 
When sounds melodious float upon mine ear, 
Sounds too seraphic for this mortal qphere I 
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Now, in soft cadences they sweedy fell. 
Now rose in fb]], majestic^ scJemn swell ; 
Sounds, soch as angels of the blessed choir 
Strike in full concert from the silver lyre : 
The scene sfroond was exquisitely iair. 
Ambrosial odora perfom'd all the air ; 
Celestial radiance o'er me bristly glowed, 
^ And showed the splendor of the Uest abode : 
'^ Sure this is Paradise^" entranced I cried, 
** Where happy spirits in full joy reside ;" 
And my free soul (methouglit) has past that boumei 
The gulph of death, whence travllers ne'er return ; 

Surely my qpuit roves, unbound and free. 

In these pure regions of felicity ; 

Now all my sorrows, all my woes are past. 

And, my loVd mother, we shall meet at last** 
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Ah ! soon that bliss niefiable I knew ; ' 
Her shade etherial met iny longing view ; 
Lovely she seem'd, rob'd in celestial white. 
Soft downy pinions guide her graceful flight, 
No longer now, enshrined in earthly mould. 
But disembodied I her form behold ; 
Yet my glad soul confest her angel face. 
And would have sprung to meet her lov*d embrace. 
But so much grandeur in her beauteous mien. 
Mingled with mild and pensive grace, was seen t 
So soft, so tender, yet so dignified. 
Appeared her spirit, now 'twas glorified. 
That overawed, enrqitur'd, and amai'd. 
Prostrate I fell, and on her shadow gas'd ; 
But how describe the sweet, the tender look 
On me she cast, as thus she mildly spokel 
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Ah! my lor*d duM, why stai widi 
Why eadi letnnai^; aig^ t^ loae coMh steep 
Widi bitter tent iriiy iD tby boaofn bev 
A cbeiidi'd wonam, bonPtiog on dapairl 
Hart tlioa ibtgot the precqiti tint I tn^, 
WMi res^;Dation and w d b miw i ii ii ftw^l 
Hart tiioa foi]got in God's decvees to tmst; 
To own hk wisdom peffect, good, and jnrt t 
Say, dort tbou mourn became lekaa^d fiom woe^ 
The puiert happiiiess 'tis mine to Imowl 
** Here in these peacefid leafans at hrge I rof«» 
^ Where dwells cdestial hainloay and love ; 
** Where Cherubim, all cloth'd with wings of fiie,^ 
** To the Eternal tmie the silver lyre I 
** Haik! the blert. choir in full assembfy sing 
** Praise and thanksgiving to the heav'idy King ; 
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** With voice mdodiouSy foine the couo^ join, 
*^ While with the holiest love tbtir fiuses dune : 
" Here» thro' the HcaT'o of Heavens with them I lly» 
** With them my Mdcei^s pmenoe daie ei^oy ; 
'' Chasten'd, and tried by his Almighty hand, 
" While doomed to mingle witfi the mortal band ; 
Confiding still in his mysterious poVr, 
On him depending in afliction's hour ; 
He bade me lean on bright triumphant Faith, 
And Hope, that soars beyond the gates of Death : 
By these lefin'd, I kiss'd the chasf nmg rod, 
*' And boVd obedient to the ^1 of God. 
'' At length, in mercy, he my soul unbound, * 
** And with celestial joy for ever crowned ; 
** Here, to eternity's unbounded space, 
*^ His wond'rous attributes 'tis uuoe \» traco, 
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** In tiiete wAmal anarandnBe boir'n^ 

Whoe He hk g^oty in fidl aplaidor ponn; 

Whoeangdi, and aidn^ds iiNBid Ub mnl^ 
** Widi adnmatioB, tore, and awe replele; 
'' Whoe He, who bnnt asunder HdTs black chpiB8» 

The Son <rf God with his gnat Esther ragai; 

Where flow pore crystal, and exhaiistless stveaass* 

** And where resplendent light for ever beaias; 
*' Here the free spirit roves in bliss sablinie^ 
*' Unfiidii^ bliss, known only in this clime; 
** And wooldst thon then my haj^ sool CDchainy 
** Recal it back to misery and pain? 
** Wait li few transient years, thy trial o'er, 
** To God submit, and all his ways adore ; 
** His love, his mercy, wisdom, ms'er distrust, 
** Confess him infinite, and good, and just; 




•i 



103 

** Think not, thou wanderest on Earth alone, 
'* He deigns to watch thee from his heav'niy throne ; 
*' In him, with ardent glowing iaith confide, 
'' Let golden Hope within thy breast reside ; 
** To virtue's steep ascent with ardor tread, 
*' Nor heed the clouds that gather round thy head ; 
*' But onward, with unceasing vigor, climb, 
** Nor heed how rough the road, how bleak the dime ; 
Religion will thy fainting footsteps cheer. 
Dispel each cloud, illumine all thy sphere ; 
Lead thee in triumph to the wish'd for goal, 
" Give a luxuriant harvest to thy soul ; 
Keep these ambrosial bow'rs withm thy view, 
And comfort in thy drooping breast renew ; 
" She '11 lead thee upward to these blest abodes, 
" The seat of saints» of angels^ and of Gods. 
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'^ Us cUfiH^ totpor final Ihr KMs dbke 
'^ Thj umfiom gad I dmige tine to loi^ 
"^ Nor longer BMmHrit IlK wil diviK: 
Cahmitief are fiioids seat fioB abofc^ 
The lient to MAen, and the Tirtae prove ; 
^ Tbqr wean fiom Earth, which, like a iMokco leed, 
^ Leods no support, Ms all who trust it bleed ; 
^ On its sharp point dehisi? e Hope expires^ 
''And fleetii^ happiness^ alas! r^ires; 
** Tbqr strengthen, purify, exalt die mind, 
** And give ideal sorrows to the wind. 
How with a mind enervated, opprest. 
Canst thou perform thy Maker^s high behest? 
** Like the ungratefiil servant wilt thou Ude 
** The talent, which his goodness has suppliedt 
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*' To make thee useful while ooudenui'ci to £artfa» 
To try thy diligeDce» and prove thy worth ; 
Thy mother speaks I wilt thou refuse to hear, 
'* 'Kor seek to jom her in this happy qpheret 
** Oh I if you love my memory^ cease to grieve. 
And peace, and comfort, from my lips receive ; 
No longer o'er my mould'ring relics Mreep^ 
** Nor from tir'd nature banish bahny sleep; 
" But let thy soul its energy regain, 
** Nor sink beneath a sorrow, weak as vain ; 
Again Religion's holy voice attend. 
Again invoke her for thy bosom's friend ; 
** Perform with care the task by heav'n decreed, 
'''Nor horn the duties of thy life recede; 
** Soon, veiy soon thy labors will be done, 
'' And soon thy sublunary race be run; 
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^ Then, if tiioii well deaerre, a blest lewaid 
** Id these pare tealms for thee shall be prepat^d ; 
** Then shall l>eath'8 angd ope these portals wide, 
** And thy free qpirit to diese mansions guide ; 
'* Where eireilasting qpring soft incense breathes. 
Where angeb, deck'd widi never fiiding wreaths. 
Fly thro' the fair empyrean's blissfbl seats. 
In full possession of exhausdess sweets.*^ 
Then, with an air of tender love she smil'd. 
And cried, ** Farewell I remember me, my child,'^ 
With looks more soft than language can express, 
Rais'd her dear shadowy hands my form to blessi 
Then her light wings of down methought she wpttstdf 
And like a dove thro' liquid ether qped ! 

Now like the bard, who sweetly tun'd his lay. 
When death insatiate snatch'd bis ftiends away; 
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Who first deplor'd with heart-felt tears his &te, 
Then, in his christian triumph, nobly great. 
Above pale grief, on wing of rapture soar'd^ 
Trembled at God, and all his ways ador'd ; 
Like that good man who Hv'd belov'd, admur'd, 
I bow resigned, but not like him inspired ; 
Ah ! not like him can I with ardor strong. 
Describe the glories, which to God belong; 
Ah I not like him array immortal truth 
In the bright tints of fair enchanting youth. 



Hail, pious Young I great poet of thy God, 
From whose rich mind luxuriant treasures flowed ; 
'Twas thine by night the starry qpheres to mount. 
There deep inhale at Contemplation's fount. 
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The tpigM antn pimfd— fib pniK to 

Wlw toadi'd tby ipirit widi ctkfnl fcfV 
Aad tmet at Jcae's Sob's attmi'd 1% Ijie; 

Twas duBe to flhov the kne of God to 

Cicatkn's and Redanptioo'ft bcanteous pfani; 

Twas tUae tb" eiiBlfBce of the tool to thoar, 

Fjijanripated from its chaioi bdoar; 

In golden numben, — in poie doqnenoe^ 

To sing diy Bfaken^s dread magnifioenoe ; 

Noar gone to job that blest senqihic host. 

To dwell with angek on that blissful coast; 

For idiich his glad sool panted,— dieie to praise 

In more exalted notes, more hallow'd lays; 

That awftd Being, that Eternal name. 

That all enrapturing* all jngyiring theme : 
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Ah ! when like him shall I my breath leaigOy 
When taste of mercy at the foant divine i 
MThen will my weary pilgiiinage be o'er. 
My voyage finish'd on this rocky shoie? 
Presmnptuous* cease thy bold inqmries, stay. 
Wait the good time of God's appointed day ! 
Thy time is in his hand, he rules thy fate, v 
Limits with wisdom thy tenrestrial state. 
What tho^ he has tried, and giv'n thee much to bear ; 
Still he regards thee with peculiar care ; 
What tho' thy friends bdov'd are from thee torn. 
He leaves thee not, all comfortless alone ; 
No, in thy cup one cordial drop's infiis'd ; 
Around thy paA one glads(»ne beam diius^d ; 
That overwhelms, and fills my grateful heart. 
But mocks my untaught muse, thy simple art ; 
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lis that one Beukg, of exalted bittb. 
Bat more distmgiiish'd by intrinsic worth ; 
Form'd in Compassion's sweetest, finest mould. 
Deigns with a tender infrest to behold 
My cares, and sorrows^ deigns to sympathise 
With soothing voice^ and mild expressive eyes ; 
Who, from her devatioQ can descend^ 
A lonely, friendless wand'rer to befriend : 
Her's the best gift of God ! far, far more great 
Than all the mockery of pomp and state ; 
Her's that sweet charity so well defin'd 
By Paul, th' Apostle, not to gifb confin'd ; 
That lib'ral feeling, that expands the heart. 
And gives the tear for odiers woes to start 
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Oh God I Almighty God ! if e'er my pray*r 
Acceptance found at thy attentive ear ; 
Oh ! grant this fervent, this sincere request, ^ 
And be my gen'rous friend for ever blest 1 
On her, and all her race thy blessings show'r. 
Protect them always with thy saving poVr ; 
Till the kind mandate, by thy wisdom giv'n. 
Waft them without a groan from Earth to Heav'n. 
And Thou, to whom al| hearts reveal'd appear. 
Thou know'st my gratitude to be sincere ; 
No adulations fkwning, servile strain 
Shall e'er my verse with flattery's, mcense stain ; 
Never shall fortune, rank, inq[>ire my lays, 
Tk goodness, virtue, charity^ I praise : 
But, ah ! in vain while sojourning below. 
My grateful heart its boundleai thanks would showi 
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fai better worMs, better nm j be expnA 

Tbe warm emotioei that o^crwfaeim mtj bicuL 



Tai tbat Uert period comes dnt hreidb tie 
And fiees tk* i m pri eo n' d sool fian am aid 
May I my great, adored Creator serve. 
In tmtb and apirit all his kvn observe; 
By bright Religioa's anim a ting eye. 
Soar above malice, and my wrongs defy; 
How weak b human pow'r when Qcd iupiies 
The zealous heart vridi pore cdestial fires! 
When Faith, and Hope, and Charity, ontte. 
How empty perwcntion's utmost qpite I 
IV aspfajng qnrit unappalFd remains. 
Wrapt in itielf its dignity sustains. 
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Enjoys a sweet and undisturbed repose. 

Above the eftbrts of a host of foes ; 

Ah I what ill this revolving, fleeting clime. 

Can wound the soul that pants for joys sublime t 

Here, fast as ocean's waves, our moments run. 

And leave the business of our lives undone : 

As travellers hastening o'er a desert waste. 

So to etemit/s dread bourne we haste. 



Oh ! time, thou ever rapid, rolling tide. 
How swift, how unobserved, 'tis thine to glide ! 
How certain, how destructive, is thy poVr, 
Cutting down thousands each revolving hour! 
Where are the moments on thy pinions bonet 
Down thy own gulph for ever, ever flown ; 

H 
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In tby abyss entomb'd — ^nerer to rise^ 
Never shalt thou give up thy sacrifice : 
All ! all ! to thy resistless scythe must yield, 
And Death and thou, long lord it o'er the field. 
With tyrant pow'r long manifest your sway. 
Till Grod decrees that poVr to melt away. 
Yes, ruthless delegates ! your pow'r is giv^u. 
And shall be snatch'd away by all wi8e4ieav'n ; 
He nodsy he wills^ your destinM bound b o'er. 
Time shall expire, and Death shall be no more ! 
Glorious Eternity shall change the scene. 
And all ai^)ear, as nought had ever been ! 
The period shall arrive when this firm world 
Back to its native chaos shall be hurl'd ; 
Mountains. Volcanoes, now that proudly rear 
head shall instant disappear; 
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Planets that round the sun duly revolve. 

Drop from then: centre, and to nought dissolve ; 

The golden stars, Heav'n's azure height that giaoe. 

To shine and twinkle, all at once shall cease ; 

Dread Seas and Oceans now that wildly roar • 

With rage impetuous — ^then shall be no more ; 

The sun himself, that glorious lamp of fire. 

Shall either cease, and back to nought retire, 

Or, bursting from his sphere, his gorgeous rays 

Enwrap the Earth in one tremendous blaie. 

Ah I then, ye hlgh-rais'd pyramids and tow'rsy 

Relics of ancient days! of human pow'rs! 

Where's now your grandeur, where your boasted might I 

All sunk in ruin 1 lost in endless night ! 

Then shall the trumpet with a solemn sound 

Convoke the quick and dea4 to join around; 
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The clouds shall part» the Soa of Gkxi desoecd. 
Angels and arehangeb his train attend^ 
AU cloth'd with pow'r, with majesty divm. 
Justice and Mercy on his forehead shme ; 
He, who for guilty iMm's sal?atioD Med, 
Now comes to judge the living and tiie dead ; 
He comes ! the man on Calvary who died^ 
The God by guilty wretches crucified ! 
Illustrious grandeur ! in his heav'niy mien. 
Mingled with mildest charity, is seen 
The man of sorrows; once despised, opprest. 
Comes to strike terror in the guilty breast ! 
TrkoMphant now, all dazzling to behold, 
Down he descends thro' clouds of radiant gold ; 
The throne of awfiil judgm^it is prepared 
The bad to punish, and the good reward. 
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Oh Lamb divine ! where shall the guilty fly. 
To shun the terror of thy searching eye 1 
What can sustain the virtuous at that hour, 
When aw'd by thy tremendous blaze of poVr ? 
Behold where fearless, ranged at thy right hand. 
The faithful vot'ries of Religion stand. 
In mild humility they stand array'd. 
Nor bold presuming, nor by fear dismayed ; 
She who upheld them thro' life's thorny road. 
Presents them now, unblushing to their God ; 
All who beneath her banners refuge found. 
Nor tum'd aside, tho' threatening tempests frown*d ; 
All, who look'd forward to a future state. 
And patient, conquer'd all the ills of fate ; 
All, who unmoved could prosp'rous vice survey, 
Yet the pure dictates of fiiir truth obey. 
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Are now presented by this angel friend. 

To join his glorious train, and to the skies ascend. 



While coward guilt avoids his piercing sight. 
And calls aloud for tenfold shades of ni^t; 
In vain to mountain, cavern^ den, they run, 
His bright omniscient eye they cannot shim. 
And self-tcmnenting conscience still pursues. 
And dresses ev'ry crime in darkest hues ; 
A monstrous and s^palling, hideous train. 
Press on the soul with never-ceasing pain: 
Ah I wise too late, lost time they would retrieve. 
Too late would on the Saviour's pow'r believe. 
Now shall ^ bode of life be open shown, 

of all hearts be known. 
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And on the wond'ring mind the truth shall burst, 

MThy modest virtue^ in black clouds immers'd, 

By pompous guilt, insulted, and disma/d, 

Dar^d not to raise its persecuted head. 

And trembling innocence, contemn'd, deprest. 

Shall in its turn erect its tow'ring crest ; 

Shall look its vile accusers into shame. 

And white and spotless^ show its injur'd fame. 



While dark Su^icion, with its own keen dart. 
Of scorpion stings, shall pierce its hideous heart ; 
On its own breast inflict the cank'ring wound 
It dealt before, malignant, all around. 
And withering Envy, with its hissing tongue. 
Whence venom'd lies, and blasting slander sprung. 
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And that mTidious foe of vktooos men. 

Its sister Jealousy, of scowling mien. 

Now self-condenin'd, in vain from Conscience tum* 

In vain her heavy strokes with horror spam; 

Before th' all-righteous Judge they stand exposed. 

Their specious arts and villanies disclos'd. 



Almighty Father ! ere that dreadful day. 
May ev'ry baleful passion skulk away ; 
Back to their parent Sin may they retire. 
And sire and ofispring all at once expire ; 

Free from offence, and pure as man can be. 
May all present themselves, great Grod, to thee ; 
May thy seraphic, fair, celestial Child, 
Present them whole, whom Sin had once defil'd. 
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Etherial spirit I bright refulgent star ! 
Whose mild and placid beams extend afar ; 
Thou stedfast, certain, never-Ming guide. 
Bequest of him who for the guilty died, 
Sweet intercessor ! thou, and thou alone, 
Canst teach lost man his vices to atone ; 
Thy blessed influence can alone prepare 
The sons of Earth to join the Lord in air ; 
Thou only to the realms of light convey. 
And give thy vof ries everlastmg day. 
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